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The tliflorie efKtng Lear. 

your labour, your wifc(fo I would fay)your affe&ionate feruant 
and For you her owne for V enter , GonortS. 

Edg. O Indiftinguifht fpace of womans wit, 

A plot vponher vcrtuous husbands life. 

And the exchange my brother heere in the finds. 

Thee ile rake vp, the poll vnfanaified 
Of murtherous leachers, and in the mature time, 

With this vngratious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death praftif’d Duke, for himtis well. 

That of thy death and bufincfle I can tell. 

Glcft. The King is mad, how ftiflfe is my vild mice, 

That 1 ftand vp and haue ingenious feeling 
Ofmy hiwe forowes, better I were diftraa, 

So fhould my thoughts be fenced from my gnefes, 

And woes by wrong imaginations loofc 
The knowledge of chemfelties. yidrtm afarreojf. 

Edo. Giue me vour hand far off me thinks I heare the beaten 

Come father ile bellow you with a friend. Exit, (drum, 
Enter Cordelia, Kent and Do dor. (thy goodnes, 

Cord. O thou good Kent how fhal 1 1 liue and worke to match 
My life will be too fhort and euery meafure faile me. 

Kent. To be acknowlegd madame is ore payd, 

All my reports go with the modeft truth, 

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo. . . , ^ 

Cor, Be better fuited thefc weeds are memories of th 
Worfer howers, I prithe put them oft. 

Kent. Pardon me deere madame, 

Yet to be knowne fhortens my made intent. 

My boone I make it that you know menot, 

Till time and I thinke meete. ,W<thekin<J-, 

Cord. Thenbeetfo, my good Lordhow does thekm 0 ._ 

Madame fleepeslbll. u.^inhis ‘abufed 

Cord. O you kind Gods cure this great br a 
The vntund and hurry ina; fences , O win vp 


The R'tBorie of King Lear, 

Ith fway of your owne will is he arayd, ■ 

Bo a. I madam, in the heauinefle of his fleepc, 

We put frdh garments on him, 

gent. Good madam be by, when we do awake hun 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cord. Very well. , , 

<Dotl. Pleafe you draw neere, louder the muficke there. 

Cor. O my deer father reftoratio hang thy median on mylips, 
And let this kis repaire thofe violent harmcs that my two filters 
Haue in thy reuerencc made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princeile, 
fird. Had you not bene their father thefe white flakes, 

Had challengd picie of them.was this a face 
To be expofd againft the warring winds, 

To ftand againft the deepe dread bolted thunder. 

In the moft terrible and nimble ftroke 

Of quick crofle lightning to watch poore Ter du 9 

With this thinhelmemine iniurious dogge, 

Though he had bit me, fhould haue flood that night 
Ao-ainfl my fire, and waft thou faine poore father. 

To houill thee with fwine and rogues forlorne, 

In fhort and muftie ftraw, alack, alack, 

Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all, he wakes fpeake to him. 

Bott, Madam doyou, tis fitted. 

£ord. How does my royall Lord, how fares your mai#ftte. 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out ath graue. 

Thou art a foule in bliflc,but I am bound 
Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Do fcald like molten lead. 

Cord. Sir know me, 

Lear. Yar a fpirit I know, where did you dye. 

Cord. Still, dill, farre wide. 

*DoU. Hees fcarce awake, let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where haue I bene, where anal faireday light, 

I am mightily abufd, I fhould ene dy e with pitie. 

To fee another thus,. I know not what to fay, 

I will not fweare thefe are my han ds, lets fee, 
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